KABLOONA
drivers is evident. A gust of warmth goes through you as you
stare at the ground, for these are the traces of men of your kind,
men hurrying as you hurry, running to shelter as you run. The
unknown is your brother.
Now a third track, and a fourth. The image comes into my
mind of railway points on the outskirts of Paris. It is the station,
the capital that we are making for. We whip up the dogs, call
them by name, and they seem to understand and to collect their
second wind, for they charge ahead.
An island. Ours? Then it will be the next one. Time and the
trail are both behind us, we pay them no heed for now we are
sure of making port. We are not even in a hurry, now, and we
sit on the sled humming softly to ourselves, almost regretting
this journey's end.
There is nothing like the trail and the sled to fill a man with
this sense of homecoming. The air is still, the day is dying. All
fever is abated. The hush of peace has descended upon us. The
dogs are weary, but they trot at a steady pace. We on the sled
doze, enveloped in a strange languor in which lassitude and
happiness both have their part.
A beacon rises suddenly, and we know we have reached the
Post. Instantly the dream world drops away, and reality
returns. Ohohunuak is thinking of what he is going to trade;
I, of a slice of toast. The island revolves gently. I feel that it is
not we who are approaching it, but it that is coming nearer and
growing bigger, as in a film. The rest happens in the wink of
an eye. One mast, then two more flow towards us. We urge
our dogs on. Men come up out of the earth, and as we pull in
there are shouts from every side. Someone claps me on the
shoulder. Sergeant Larssen, of all people! 'Well, well. Hello,
Count. .. .' — 'What are you doing here? I thought you were
at Adelaide?3
This time I ended a trail as fresh as when I had started it
What had been a nightmare for me nearly a year before was
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